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Author's Notes: 
| used a set-up for this from a fic | found on tumblr quite a while back with the same pairing. | really liked 
the set-up but wanted to take it into a different direction. Sadly, | don\'t know who wrote it and haven\'t 


managed to find that fic again. If you wrote it and want credit for the idea, please let me know. 


They had been doing the dishes when the doorbell rang. It was one of those things that was awfully mundane 
and boring if you were alone, and fun if you had a family to do it with, especially when you hadn't seen them 
for a long time. Jon enjoyed it, feeling proud that Deborah was big enough to be handed the dishes and dry 
them, and Damion was also helping, drying his own wooden and plastic dishes, and obviously feeling very grown 
up doing it. It was good to just spend time with them, and listen to them prattle away about school and toys 
and days out with grandparents and aunties. It was a warm day, and the doors to the garden were open, letting 


in the smells of grass and flowers, the warmth of the lowering sun. 


Jennifer was listening in while tidying up the living room, a vague smile of motherly pride on her face. But now 
the doorbell rang, and Jon frowned at its interruption. "Jen, can you get that?" he called out, lifting his sud- 


covered hands. Jennifer had already sprinted off, and they heard her murmur to the unknown visitor in the 


hallway. There were some odd noises, as if somebody was walking into things. Jon glanced towards the door, 
alert. Just as he had started to dry his hands, Jennifer burst into the living room again, looking agitated. 


"What's the matter?" Jon asked. 


"He just came in" Jennifer said. She looked at the door to the hall, and so did Jon. To his surprise, Rick 
Wakeman came ambling in the room, even more unsteady and aimless than usual. He was wearing a stained t- 
shirt that looked like it came from the children's section- except it was too big for that- and waved several 


bottles of crappy cornershop wine at them. 


"Ah," Rick said, noticing Jon. "there you arel" He threw his arms in the air and came towards him. Jon held him 


at a distance with the washing up brush. 
"Hey!" he said, looking up at Rick. "| sure am. And so are you. Did you drive here?" 


"Oh yes." Rick said, unconcerned. Jon glanced out the window and saw a car, parked in a haphazard fashion, 


right across the driveway. 


‘Of course." he murmured. "Well, now you're here, maybe you should sit down and have some water." He put 
the brush down on the worktop and started to try to push Rick towards the sofa, but Rick barely noticed and 


stayed where he was. 


"Look at that," he said, staring at the children who had been watching him open-mouthed, "who are this lady 


and this gentleman?" 


Jon supplied rapid introductions. Rick patted Deborah on the head, or rather, attempted to, and sort of swatted 
at her instead. She just giggled; like all children, she adored Rick, especially when he was being self destructive. 


"Duck." Damion said, waving a plastic cup with a duck on it at Rick 


"Wow, you're right, a duck!" Rick said, and started to extend a huge hand towards Damion's tiny head. Jon 
hastily started to shove him away with renewed vigour. 


"You can talk about ducks another time, the children have to go to bed now." he said, moving Rick towards the 
sofa. Reaching it, Rick fell into the cushions and for a moment, Jon thought he was going to break it. 
Thankfully, nothing happened except creaking. Rick struggled for a moment, but the fashion for sofas was to be 
built close to the ground and he couldn't get the leverage to get up again. 


"We don't have to go to bed, it's not ." Deborah broke out behind them. 


"Yes, they were just going." Jennifer said, reappearing from the hall and giving Jon a pointed look "Say goodnight 
to Rick, guys." 


They did, sheepishly, and were surprised enough to let themselves be driven out of the room by her, as Rick 
stared after them. He waved the bottle of wine in the air in greeting. In the distance, Damion started to howl 
in protest. 


Jon sucked in a breath, hoping Jennifer wasn't going to be too annoyed, then moved into the kitchen to fetch 
Rick a glass of water. He bustled back, scared to leave Rick too much alone. Drink made him so chaotic. As 
tonight proved, he guessed. Instead of holding the water out to him, he leant over, grabbed Rick's hands and 
folded them around the glass. 


"Here." he said. 

Absent-mindedly, Rick took a sip and made a disgusted face. "This isn’t alcohol." he said. He made a sweeping 
motion, and the glass flew from his hand. It landed on the thick shag with a thunk, water spreading 
everywhere. Jon giggled to himself. God, why did Rick have to be so funny when he was pissed? It made 
everything so difficult. 


"Come on, Rick," he said. "you have to sober up. Don't you want to go home?" Rick shook his head, hair swinging 


from side to side. 

"Never." he said. 

"Why not?" 

‘It's full of people." 

"Oh." 

‘| can't do it anymore! | can't do it" 

"No." As Jon looked at him, Rick seemed suddenly desperate, his eyes hollow and his face like a caricature of 

itself. Jon instinctively leant in, feeling a strong desire to quiet him with a touch, like one would calm a scared 
child. But despite all his incompetency, Rick was not a child He had a wife, and children, although Jon couldn't 


really remember which wife or where he lived now. He sat back again and frowned a little. "I understand." 


"I knew you would." Rick said. His face relaxed again, and he fell back into the sofa cushions and started to feel 


around in his pockets. 
Jon sat brooding, trying to figure out what to do. Meanwhile, Rick fumbled around with a bottle of wine, 
producing a corkscrew out of his pocket and skewering the cork into pieces with it. He managed to get most it 


out eventually, though. "There we go." He said, looking smug. "Now, you should have some of this." 


Jon jerked his head to one side in a gesture of annoyance. "No, | can't” 


"Why not? You always do." 


"Not when I'm home, Rick, not now. It's only a few days, | don't want to spend them the same way | spend all 


the time we tour." 


Rich shrugged. "Suit yourself" He took a swig. "Ooh, its good" He said, casting a watery glance at Jon Jon 
chuckled. 


"Now | know you're drunk." He said. "So. Is this what you came over here for instead of just going down the 


pub? Or are you homesick for the band? Never thought I'd see the day." 


"We had some good times, though, didn't we.'Rick said, sounding sentimental. Booze sometimes made him like 


that. 


"We did" Jon said. It was true, although he could barely remember the ones he'd shared with Rick. Jon always 
focused on his own experiences, everything else only filtering through in a haze. Sadly, Rick had more or less 
always been part of the haze. Anyway, if Rick had come here to fish for stories of doom about the new tour, 
he wasn't going to get any. It was better to head him off at the start. "Remember." 


They sat and exchanged confidences for a while, Rick stroking his own hair, and sprawling in his seat like he 
always did. It seemed natural, after a while, for Jon to share in the drink anyway, because well, it was just the 
once and what did it matter really, a nostalgic drink or two with Rick. It wasn't enough to get him drunk, but 
the world went rather blurry around the edges. 


Eventually he got up to close the doors to the garden, staring out at the falling darkness. "If you're not going 
home, you'd better stay here." He said. Rick didn't react, but joined him at the door, stumbling over his feet. 


He slung an arm around Jon's shoulder, cool and sticky from sweat and drink 


"You know, the rest of it | can live without, but | do miss you." He lisped into Jon's ear. Jon glanced at him, the 
familiar face and form, the weight of his body as he half-leaned on him. Something stirred deep inside of him, 
and he felt a jerk of panic at the realisation It was one thing dealing with Rick, who was mild and forgiving, but 
it was another having to deal with that. He felt Rick's grasp on him tighten and his breath hot and alcoholic on 


his face. 


"Rick." he began, his voice firm and low. "| miss you too. But.. " But not in that way, he thought, almost 
convinced. Rick half-smiled. He didn't change his posture though. His fingers brushed along Jon's chest as if by 
accident. Despite himself, something responded hot and quick, but nothing about Jon showed it. 


"Right." Rick said. He disengaged from Jon, his hand slipping along his arm, back, shoulder. He stumbled away and 
flopped down on the sofa again, stared into the now empty bottles. Jon shut the doors, locked them, and looked 
at Rick, lost in dreams of the past. Still dreaming, he went up the stairs, to the cupboard, and pulled out 


sheets and pillowcases. 


When Rick had joined the band, he had been so bright and fresh, looking like an English schoolgirl with his long 
straight hair and pink cheeks. To Jon's mind, he still looked like that, even though on the surface he had noticed 


the new puffiness of his face and the limpidness in his eyes. Still, the -accident- had surprised him. 


Carrying the linens away and haphazardly making the bed, he remembered how taken he had been by Rick, 
then, at the beginning. The way his eyes lit up when they talked, his easy humour, the sheen of gold on his 
hair. OF course it was nothing compared to other, more important things.. Things that played bass and shared 
every part of his artistic vision Love meant loyalty. The thought spun in bright colours in his mind. Love held 
the universe together... 


He let the pillow he was holding drop to the bed, then turned and walked, unseeing as a sleepwalker, back 
downstairs. He had a sudden urge to tell Rick to go away, really far away, as he walked back into the living 
room, and he was on the verge of saying it, too. 


Luckily for him, Rick had fallen asleep, or passed out, his body sprawled everywhere. His head was mashed 
weirdly into an armrest. Jon stared at him, surprised out of his thoughts. What now? Wait. Wasn't he was 


supposed to turn him onto his side to make sure he didn't choke on his vomit? 


He was prodding him over when he started to wake up. "Bloody hell, Nappy, can't you let a man sleep." Rick 


slurred, turning over. 
"Not here." Jon said. "In this house we do our passing out in the guest room." 


"God, you're such a pain in the arse." Rick complained, but he struggled into an upright position. It didn’t really 
work and he ended up at halfway, his legs in a tangle on the shag and his body slanted oddly. 


Jon didn't seem to hear him but stood wrapped in his own thoughts. He couldn't have been thinking about 
getting rid of Rick just a few moments ago. And yet he had been. Rick, sensing the change in his mood like a 
sensitive family pet, cocked his head to the side and opened and shut his mouth helplessly. 


‘Its not." he started to say. "I'm not bothering you?" 


Jon laughed. Only Rick could show up on your doorstep out of nowhere at the worst moment, drink endless 


bottles of wine during too many hours of your time, and then worry about whether he was bothering you. 


"You pillock" he said. "Since when have you ever worried about that?" He sat down on the corner of the sofa 
not occupied by various parts of Rick's body. Rick was not appeased though, and sat regarding him with an 


anxious look in his watery eyes. 


"Oh, well, if you don't mind, | might as well do all of my drinking here." he quipped. Jon smiled, but otherwise sat 
staring dreamily into the distance. "Oi. Earth calling." Rick elbowed him, and instead of being startled, Jon simply 
turned and looked him in the eyes. 


"Do you remember when | came to see you?" he said. It was a vague statement, but Rick knew what he meant 
all the same. 


"Ah, well, let's not talk about that now." he said, embarrassed by the memory. He preferred to pretend that 
he'd never had a double heart attack at all. Most people were happy to oblige him. He shifted around in his 


seat, legs bumping against Jon's. 
| came to see you because | care." Jon said, leaning into him. "I care a lot" 


"I know you do." Rick said, torn between vestiges of English dislike of naked emotions and a drunk's easily 
stirred sentimentality. Englishness lost. He wrapped Jon in a crushing hug, or one that would have been 
crushing if Jon hadn't had all the muscle density Rick lacked. Jon's broad hands patted his back. It was 
comforting. Rick let his arms relax, so his face rested on Jon's shoulders and their bodies were pressed 
together. Jon didn't draw away this time. His hands were still on Rick's back. Now he was moving his head. It 
was almost as if he was nuzzling his face into his neck, but that, Rick thought, couldn't be. It must be wishful 
thinking. It was also wishful thinking when he felt Jon's lips brush his jaw, a tentative kiss on the edge of his 
mouth. He turned to respond, though. Jon's lips were subtle, sucking on his bottom lip, opening when he didn't 
expect it. He responded in the dreamy, inhibition-free haze of alcohol, plunged his hands into Jon's hair and 


followed his lead. 


Jon felt so caught up in the rush of love and pleasure he was feeling that he didn't even think about it. Rick 
was soft and compliant, so much so that he was pushing him down with more force than he would have used 
on a woman, fisting that stupid t-shirt, and prodding his heavy legs open with a knee. Rick's body was so much 
bigger that he was splayed out on top of him, ridiculously. Feeling the cool smooth skin of his soft belly and 
the ridges of his ribs, he felt he wanted him, more than he had ever expected he would and much more 


seriously. Rick's big hands were wandering over odd parts of his body, evoking some memories he would prefer 


not to think about right then. 


He opened his eyes to snap himself out of it, learnt to enjoy the little shivers of pleasure his touch gave him, 
trailing over his ribcage and along the inside of his thigh. He felt Rick push up against him, his hands holding 
him there, and he rested his head against his chest, his breathing suddenly thick and low. They moved together 
for a few moments, stars whirring in Jon's head. A sudden devilish feeling made him sit up a bit, and, eyes 
gleaming, he started to undo the buttons of Rick's fly. Then he shoved a hand down Rick's jeans, making a gruff 
little sound, and Rick jumped. "Jesus." he muttered. "Buy a girl a drink first." But he softly squeezed the skin on 


Jon's waist, his own body still and tense with the anticipation 


"You brought the drinks, remember." Jon whispered back and they both laughed but only a little because this 
was serious. Jon started stroking him with an earnest fascination, enjoying his own arousal which tingled and 
grew in the background. But Rick's, he noticed, wasn't growing. Frustrated, he withdrew his hand and slapped 
Rick on the chest. “This is ridiculous. Rick, do you ever think before you do anything?" 


"No, but | do drink before | do anything." Rick quipped, covering his face with one hand, trying not to laugh or 
show his laughter. His face was slowly turning red. "Oh no, I'm so sorry. It's not funny at all” He burst into 


laughter. Jon was making an odd gurgling sound. "Don't worry, it's not your fault. I'm sure.. you're.. very.. 


attractive." His voice was lost in his laughter. 


"Stop it." Jon said, also starting to laugh. "You're right, it's not funny.” But within seconds, they were both 
convulsed with laughter, covering their mouths with their hands in a futile attempt to stifle the noise. Jon was 
slowly slipping to the floor, making a high-pitched sound like a feeble hyena. 


Upstairs, a door opened. "Are you two okay down there?" Jennifer said. 


"Yeah, sorry." Jon called back. "It's Rick's fault. Don't worry, we're coming up in a moment.” Rick threw out an 
arm in his direction, as if to hit him. "It WAS your fault” Jon said, clutching at his stomach. They laughed, 
clutching at each other, until they couldn't laugh any more. 


Everything was cleared away easily in a happy silence. It didn't take long; mostly Jon had to go put the bottles 
in the hall and straighten up. It was interpolated by bouts of giggling whenever they happened to catch each 
other's eye. 


Jon, his excitement gone, felt it had been replaced by a greater feeling; one of trust. Their sense of each other 
and of belonging had become almost tangible. Finally, he took Rick by the arm and put his head against his 
shoulder for just a moment. He was happy that he had chosen to come over tonight, after all. Together, they 


crawled upstairs. 


